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Summary:
He wasn’t sure when they’d decided that neither of them would be getting any sleep tonight, but he wasn’t exactly mourning the prospect. No telling what would find him should he close his eyes for too long.
Ashley shifted on the passenger seat next to him, yawned, pulled at the edges of the old blanket she’d wrapped around herself. One of the few things they’d taken from their parents' place. “We’ve done nothing but talk for nearly four months now,” said Ashley and, after a moment of contemplation added, “Well, besides the starving and the nearly getting our organs harvested bits. Oh, and the bloody murder. You know, the more I think about it the more I realize we've been rather busy.”
“That’s not what I meant,” said Andrew, pinching the bridge of his nose. “We talk, but we don’t talk.”
“You’re not making any sense.”
--------------------------------
The siblings have a talk.
Or try to, at any rate.

Work Text:
“Think we’ll ever talk?”

    Behind the gaps within the steering wheel, the clock read 5AM in bright red, flickering neon letters. Right next to a very helpful graphic showing a very empty gas tank. In all honesty Andrew was more surprised that it had gotten them this far, considering they picked the most run-down nobody-will-miss-you piece of junk car they could find. There being any gas left in the tank at all was, if anything, a small miracle.

    He wasn’t sure when they’d decided that neither of them would be getting any sleep tonight, but he wasn’t exactly mourning the prospect. No telling what would find him should he close his eyes for too long.

    Ashley shifted on the passenger seat next to him, yawned, pulled at the edges of the old blanket she’d wrapped around herself. One of the few things they’d taken from their parents' place. “We’ve done nothing but talk for nearly four months now,” said Ashley and, after a moment of contemplation added, “Well, besides the starving and the nearly getting our organs harvested bits. Oh, and the bloody murder. You know, the more I think about it the more I realize we've been rather busy.”

    “That’s not what I meant,” said Andrew, pinching the bridge of his nose. “We talk, but we don’t talk.”

    “You’re not making any sense.”

    “That’s—we don’t talk. Not like people talk. I try to talk, sometimes. About what we did, and what we’re doing, and what we’re going to do. I try to make sure we have a plan, that we’re on the same page, that we know where we’re going with this and—”

    “You’re rambling, what’s your point?” interrupted Ashley.

    “My point, Ashley, is that it never goes anywhere. You deflect, you make a joke, or try to make it uncomfortable. Really it’s almost praiseworthy just how often you manage all three at once.”

    “Ah, a Talk.” Ashley said the word in such a way as a doctor may tell her patient about some horrid disease. She was quiet for a long moment. Andrew shivered, wrapped his own blanket tighter around himself.

    Ashley turned to look at him. “I have a… proposition for you.”

    He lifted an eyebrow. “And what’s that?”

    “Andy, Andy, Andy… always so suspicious. You’ll like it! Trust me. We’ll do what you oh so desire, we’ll have your Talk. But,” Ashley leaned forward, fidgeting with the glove compartment for a moment before it snapped open. Andrew cocked his head to look inside, but couldn’t make much out in the dark. At least until Ashley let herself fall back against her seat, a half-empty bottle of vodka in her hand. “We’ll pass this back and forth to keep you from freezing, and keep me from shooting myself in the head.”

    “That’s not funny.” Andrew shook his head, “Where’d you get that anyway?”

    Ashley fiddled with the cork, “Wasn’t trying to be. Last time mom and I had a Talk I really did consider drowning myself in the kitchen sink right then and there.” She got the bottle open with an audible pop. “And I swiped the bottle from the hitman’s car before you drove it into the river.”

    She did? “Just like that? What if it’s… poisoned?”

    “Why would he carry a half finished bottle of poisoned vodka around?”

    “I don’t know! It’s not like he was normal either!” Andrew, briefly considering just how much the conversation had gotten away from him, reached for the bottle. Not like the car would be going anywhere any time soon, and if the police stopped them they had bigger things to explain anyway.

    He took a long swig, stopped himself from coughing. Barely. “When was that? I don’t think I remember it.”

    “Huh?”

    “Mom and you. Talking. Seems like a different world altogether.”

    “Hm? Yea, must’ve before she’d given up completely, I think,” said Ashley, she reached for the bottle, brushed her fingers against Andrew’s as she took it out of his hands and drank. “Jessica Albert.”

    “Oh,” said Andrew, and let out a startled laugh. “Oh,” he couldn’t help it, it bubbled up inside of him like a can of soda shaken just a couple too many times. He wiped his eyes with the sleeve of his shirt. “I remember her. She wouldn’t even look at you after that, started telling people you’re some sort of demon from hell.”

    Ashley huffed. “She gets to push me around for an entire school-year, but I send her to the ER once and suddenly I’m the bad guy? How’s that any fair?”

    “It was pretty funny just how terrified she was of you afterwards, I mean she wouldn’t even look at you—though you didn’t have to push that pen all the way through her palm.”

    “It was my pen,” protested Ashley, “And she’d just taken it like it belonged to her! After she already broke all my favorite ones!”

    Andrew looked out through the windshield, counted the few handfuls of stars visible through the pollution. “Wonder what became of her.”

    “Maybe we’ll run into her again. Now that’d be fun—if anyone deserves to end up as battery charge for our little buddy it’s her.”

    “You want to… sacrifice her?”

    Ashley shook her head. “No, no, you’re right. Her soul’s probably worth as much as a handful of coals. We’d be lucky if we got a bag of chips for that rotten thing. Pretty sure mine shines golden compared to whatever’s going on inside that bitch.” She took another swig, placed the bottle in Andrew’s lap. “But… this isn’t what this was supposed to be about, is it?”

    Andrew took a deep breath. This wasn’t supposed to be this difficult, was it? Talking to your sister? Having a normal conversation? Okay, start easy. Yeah. Start easy. He drank, then turned to face Ashley. “How are you?”

    Ashley laughed. A short, honest laugh that was gone as quick as it came. “Really? That’s what we’re doing?” Then, in a tone most serious, she said, “I’m peachy, dear Andrew. Never better. Would you believe that just recently I’ve gotten rid of some baggage that’s been weighing me down for oh so long. But hey, you know what? You could say it’s all water under the bridge now.”

    Andrew repressed the urge to slam his head against the steering wheel. Repeatedly. “You said you’d take this seriously.”

    “What do you want from me? A therapy session? Twenty questions? What is this actually about?”

    What was this about? “I—people talk, right? Normal people. Actual people. Not like you, or me, or mom and dad. Normal families, normal siblings. They talk about things.”

    “So…?”

    “So why can’t we? Why can’t we have a normal fucking conversation?”

    Ashley drank.

    “What do you want, Andrew?”

    “What?”

    “Is it so bad that I don’t really give a fuck? Our home literally went up in flames, as far as the world’s concerned we’ve been reduced to cinders, and we finally got our parents’ fingers out of our heads—we’re free, from everyone and everything that’s ever chained us down. We could do anything, go anywhere, be anyone we want to be. I don’t know where I want to go, I don’t know what’ll happen tomorrow. So what? I know that I want to be with you.”

    Andrew shook his head. “You don’t know what you’re saying. You don’t even know what that means.”

    Ashley shrank into her seat, eyes trained on something far ahead of them in the dark, fingers digging into her blanket. “You don’t actually care, do you?” asked Ashley. The first rays of sunlight crept up from behind the mountains on Ashley’s side of the car, and framed her head as she spoke. “You’re afraid of me, just like everyone else. That’s it, isn’t it? You want the truth? And now you don’t need me anymore, you’ve outgrown me, don’t tell me you haven’t. So why not come out and just say it? Why not leave right now? We can all stop pretending to be something we’re clearly not. I love you, but you already know that. I love you, but you can’t even look at me.”

    He didn’t. Not even now. He looked past her, if at all. “Just like that? How can you say that so easily, like it doesn’t mean anything. Like it doesn’t change everything.”

    “You’re dodging, Andy,” said Ashley. “You wanted to play twenty questions? So here’s mine: what do you want out of this? Be honest, just this—”

    “I’m not scared of you.”

    “What did you say?”

    “I’m not scared of you!” Andrew did look at her now, and saw her eyes staring back at him. Saw the world behind her come into color. His heart was racing, he hadn’t noticed until now. “I was never afraid of you,” He closed his eyes, let his head hit the seat-padding behind him, breathed, and for a while there wasn’t a sound at all except for the beating of his heart. “I just wanted you to be happy. That’s all it ever was about.”

    Silence settled over them, a sort of silence he couldn’t place no matter how hard he tried. His head wasn’t nearly big enough for all the thoughts that raced within him, and none of them got him anywhere close to an answer to any of this.

    Eventually, he turned to face her, and asked, “What are we, Ashley?”

    “Whatever we want to be.”

    He laughed. “Now who’s dodging the question?”

    “I told you already. I love you. I’ve loved you for as long as I can think, and you want to know something else?”

    He didn’t open his eyes. “What’s that?”

    “I think you love me, too, and you’ve spent so long convincing yourself you don't that it’s royally fucked your head.”

    “It’s—“

    “It’s what? Complicated?” Ashley laughed. “Tell me about it.”

    “I lied just now, I think,” said Andrew.

    “What do you mean?”

    “I was afraid, not of you, but of what you might do. Another reason Andy had to die, I think. He looked at you and didn’t know what to think, what to make of you. All he did was play pretend, played a role he’s played for so long that he’d forgotten how to stop. He liked the idea of not having a choice, of being blameless. Because it’s a hell of alot easier to look in the mirror when you can blame someone else for all the shit that’s keeping you awake at night. And it’s easier than to admit that… that maybe he did have a choice, that maybe he made a choice, again and again, and that there is something that he wants, too.”

    “And what about now?”

    “Things have changed, everything’s changed. And the more things change the more—the more I question what purpose that role held to begin with.”

    “Andy didn’t know what he wanted, is that it?” asked Ashley.

    “In a way, yes.”

    She hesitated. “So what does Andrew want? What do you want.”

    Later, he would think of that moment, alone together in a stolen car, tired to the bone and head so light it might just fly off his shoulders. He would think of all the things he could have done, all the things he should have done.

    He would think of the way the light began to settle in, how it bent around her face—a crown and a halo both. Exalted and divine.

    But mostly he would think of kissing her. Of leaning across and reaching for her arm. Of the way her skin felt cold as ice beneath his fingers, how she met him halfway there and her lips tasted of gas station peppermint. How, somehow, it had made it all seem worth it. The endless quarantine, the nightmares, the blood and the horror. It had led him here, to this, and that was enough.

    It was everything.

    He would think of how long that moment may have lasted if it hadn’t been for his stomach growling so loud it made him jump. Ashley broke away from him, a hand covering her mouth, laughing. “I’m going to hazard a guess and say that wasn’t the demon growing impatient just now?”

    Embarrassed, and more than a little dazed, Andrew said, “Think we still got some of those canned peaches in the back. With a little luck they’ll last a couple more—“

    Ashley put a finger on his lips. “Counterpoint: Sun’s nearly up, what do you say we use some of the money mom so very graciously donated to our course and find some actual breakfast?”

    Andrew considered his options. He really did want breakfast. “There’s a part of me that really wants to tell you that this is a bad idea. What if there’s an emergency and we need the cash?”

    Ashley grinned. “What’s the other one say?”

    “That I would kill for some pancakes right about now.”

    “You know there’s a diner not far from here, maybe a couple minute’s walk. Should hardly be anyone there at this hour. We can make it a jog if you’re so terrified of being seen with me in public.”

    “That’s not—”

    She reached up to touch the side of his face. “Relax, I’m kidding. I know you worry, it’s cute. We’ll be quick about it.”

    Andrew shook his blanket off, reached for the handle of the car door. “Dearest, this wouldn’t be your not-so-subtle attempt at proposing a race now, would it?.”

    “Of course not, but now that you’ve mentioned it… you’re on!”

    Ashley was out of the car before he could so much as say another word. She stood bent over the hood, hands stretched out against the cold steel.

    She gestured for him to come closer. “Hey, before you lose—want to know a secret?”

    “And what’s that?”

    “You need to come closer, wouldn’t be a secret if I just yelled it out into the world now would it?”

    He did.

    Her fingers gripped the collar of his shirt, and with her lips to his ear she said, “I think I might grow used to Andrew after all.”